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Elegy to My Youth
Leah Brennsteiner

I told myself to write about it,
Write about how I loved and lost the one thing
I thought I had a possibility of keeping.
Maybe it would help me cope.
Looking back, I realize that
You always knew we would never endure.
Unfortunately, I believed that you would remain,
That you were as unfailing as my next breath.
I have a confession to make,
When you died, I didn’t realize it at first.
Not a thought was given,
For the mind was too troubled with your successor.
When the loss was fully grasped,
I sought out peace in the most disruptive way.
But, a voice told me that there was beauty in the aftermath.
I believe that that voice was a combination of you and me.
The only thing, still alive, that I have left of the two of us.
I use it now as a playful guide and reminder.
There is a profound heaviness associated with a loss that changes you entirely.
But my sun still rises and sets, the earth still rotates, the birds still sing.
And your voice now resides in a division of my own.
Goodbye my darling youth,
You have done your job and now you can rest.
I’m sorry I took you for granted,
It’s all a part of the growing pains.

